ments about things in general need not be accepted implicitly,
But of all the thoughts which rushed upon my savage and
undeveloped little brain at this crisis, the most curious was that
I had found a companion and a confidant in myself. There was
a secret in this world and it belonged to me and to n somebody
who lived in the same body with me. There were two of us,
and we could talk with one another. It is difficult to define
impressions so rudimentary, but it is certain that it was in this
dual form that the sense of my individuality now suddenly ,
descended upon me, and it is equally certain that it was a great
solace to me to find a sympathizer in my own breast.

About this time, my Mother, carried away by the current of
her literary and her philanthropic work, left me more and
more to my own devices. She was seized with a great enthusi-
asm; as one of her admirers and disciples has written, 'she went
on her way, sowing beside all waters'. I would not for a
moment let it be supposed that I regard her as a Mrs Jellyby,13
or that I think she neglected me. But a remarkable work had
opened up before her; after her long years in a mental her-
mitage, she was drawn forth into the clamorous harvest-field
of souls. She developed an unexpected gift of persuasion over
strangers whom she met in the omnibus or in the train, and
with whom she courageously grappled. This began by her
noting, with deep humility and joy, that *I have reason to
judge the sound conversion to God of three young persons
within a few weeks, by the instrumentality of my conversations
with them*. At the same time, as another of her biographers
has said, *those testimonies to the Blood of Christ, the fruits of
her pen, began to be spread very widely, even to the most
distant parts of the globe'. My father, too, was at this time at
the height of his activity. After breakfast, each of them was
amply occupied, perhaps until night-fall; our evenings we still
always spent together. Sometimes my Mother took me with
her on her 'unknown day's employ'; I recollect pleasant rambles
through the City by her side, and the act of looking up at her
figure soaring above me. But when all was done, I had hours
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